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Weary Anthony. 


FAS there ever a man 
So plagu'd wich a wife, 


As I poor Anthony am ? 


For I'm weary of my life, 
By marrying of a wife, 


And can't pleaſe her do all that I can; 
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_- Pa ſpend my nightuavd days, 
Wich all the jolly. blades, 424 


For ſhe makes my poor joints tremble. 
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| 0 come then death, 


The morning when. I riſe, 
She opens her dear eyes, 


_ aying, you dog make me a fire, 


Some coffee or ſome tea, | : 
Pray now get for me, 
Or any thing elle I require, 


Six days in the week, 
My bread it is to ſeek, 
And I always ftrive to pleaſe her, 
She'll bawl and fhe'II ſquall, 
And ſwear ſhe will have all, | 
Ara fays I'm bound to maintain her. 
For when ſhe is at dinner, © +. 
You'd think the devil in her, yl 
Neither roaſt, baked, or boil'd will content 
„ ner, : | „ 
And when that ſhe has done, 
She throws me down a bone, 
And days, take that as an honour. 


She rides in her coach; 

To the balls and plays, | 8 
Whereher ſparks and ſhe do aſſemble, 3 

And when ſhe does come home, 

I fly out of the room, 
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But when ſhe goes to ſupper, 
She raiſes ſuch a clatter, 


"Tis more than I can do to wait upon her; 


To a ball or to a play, | mY 
To a tavern night and day, 


To drink wine with ſ-me gentleman or 


ather. | 5 
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And ſtop the ——— breath, 8 
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That my forrows may be all der. 
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